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EDITORIALS* 


What  an  elusive  topic  is  tlie  weather ! 
If  we  were  now  to  comment  upon  the 
beautiful  days  we  are  having,  as  soon  as 
this  were  printed  the  weather  would  surely 
be  cold  and  rainy.  Yet,  Spring  is  here  to 
stay,  and  with  it  the  base  ball  season. 
Bats,  masks,  gloves  and  balls  fill  every 
available  place,  both  in  the  boy’s  desk  and 
in  his  mind.  The  basket  ball  season  is 
over  and  the  management  wishes  to  thank 
all  those  who  have  taken  an  interest  in 
the  game  and  have  aided  the  teams  by 
being  present  at  the  games  and  by  their 
cheers  and  good  will.  The  base  ball  team 
hopes  that  as  much  interest  will  be  taken 
in  base  ball,  and  cordially  invites  you  all 
to  their  games. 

While  rummaging  through  the  shelves  of 
an  old  closet  in  the  High  School  the  other 
day,  a package  of  dusty,  yellow  papers 
was  found.  They  proved  to  be  copies  of 
the  Canton  High  School  Exponent,  pub- 
lished, it  would  seem,  from  1873  to  1878. 


Perhaps  “ written  ” would  be  a better  word 
than  ‘‘published,”  for  the  papers  were  all 
written  by  hand  and  each  edition  consisted 
of  only  one  copy.  The  only  printed  part 
was  the  paper’s  name  and  its  motto,  “Sem- 
per Crescens.”  The  Exgjonent  came  out 
every  two  weeks,  apparently,  and  consisted 
chiefly  of  compositions.  There  were  no 
school  notes  or  chronicles  of  school  affairs 
of  any  sort.  In  each  paper  there  were  at 
least  two,  and  sometimes  as  many  as  four, 
compositions  on  the  same  subject.  As  the 
contributions  in  most  cases  were  unsigned, 
we  take  the  liberty  to  publish  two  articles 
in  the  Pendulum.  Many  of  the  Expon- 
ent's contributors  are  well  known  citizens 
of  our  town ; some  have  become  famous 
long  since.  Perchance  they  may  recognize 
their  own  writings  and  remember  the  days 
when  the  Exponent  flourished. 

A prize  of  two  dollars  will  be  given  to 
any  scholar  of  the  High  School  who  sub- 
mits the  best  paper,  either  poem  or  story, 
to  the  editor  before  May  15th.  A prize  of 
one  dollar  will  be  given  for  the  second 
best  paper,  either  poem  or  story,  submit- 
ted to  the  editor  before  May  15th.  All 
manuscript  must  be  original. 


Oui*  Recent  Spelling:  Match* 

(Published  in  C.H.  S.  Exponent^  May  12,  1875) 

We  were  assembled  in  the  hall  above. 
With  quaking  hearts  we  had  taken  our 
seats  for  weal  or  woe.  The  committee,  at 
least  some  of  them,  had  taken  positions  on 
the  platform.  The  judges,  with  two  omi- 
nous looking  volumes  before  them,  smiled 
calmly  upon  us,  and  well  they  might  be 
calm,  for  what  had  they  to  fear  ? The 
prizes  were  placed  in  a favorable  light  and 
all  was  ready. 

At  first,  simple  words  were  given  out, 
but  our  ranks  were  gradually  thinned  by 
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the  broadside  of  words  fired  with  good 
aim.  There  was  a continual  fire  of  objec- 
tions from  two  or  three  well  loaded  guns, 
with  a little  too  much  powder.  We  are 
happy  to  say,  however,  that  the  fire  was 
returned.  At  a late  hour  the  last  victim 
fell  after  having  withstood  the  battle  until 
then,  and  the  victor  stood  upon  the  stage, 
a heroine  of  many  fields.  Finally  we  dis- 
banded, each  to  return  home. 

May  there  be  many  more  spelling 
matches  yet  in  our  town,  and  may  some 
one  be  wise  enough  to  spell  in  again  if 
they  get  spelled  out. 


Ambition* 

(Published  in  C.  H.  S.  Exponent,  June,  1876) 

Ambition  is  the  inspiration  of  all  great 
deeds ; it  is  the  influence  that  leads  us  on, 
step  by  step,  to  fame  and  prosperity.  It 
is  an  ambition  for  something  higher  that 
has  helped  so  many  persons  to  gain  their 
present  eminence. 

The  school-boy  plodding  at  his  weary 
task  is  seized  with  a desire  to  become  great 
and  influential ; the  resolve  being  once 
made,  nothing  will  deter  him.  The  tasks 
which  hitherto  seemed  so  difficult  are 
quickly  performed,  for  ambition  has  fired 
his  soul, — ambition  leads  him  on.  He  has 
many  rivals  and  he  will  fail  and  be  dis- 
couraged many  times,  but  his  desire  for 
fame  will  conquer  all  obstacles.  He  works 
night  and  day  and,  little  by  little,  step  by 
step,  he  reaches  the  goal  of  his  desire. 

Patience  and  Perseverance  are  needed  if 
we  would  realize  out  ambitious  projects. 
It  needs  a brave  heart  and  a willing  hand 
to  climb  the  ladder.  There  are  few  peo- 
ple in  the  world  who  are  not  ambitious, 
yet  many  of  them  are  so  easily  discouraged 
that,  thinking  luck  is  against  them,  they 
abandon  their  purpose,  and  this  is  why  so 
few  people  ever  realize  their  cherished 
hopes. 

But  ambition  is  not  wholly  directed  to 
fame.  There  are  persons  who  have  no 
desire  for  popularity,  who  walk  quietly 
through  the  daily  round  of  duty  wishing 


for  nothing  higher,  only  desiring  that  they 
may  become  good  and  true,  worthy  of  their 
lot  and  the  love  of  others.  That  is  their 
ambition  ; it  is  a noble  one.  The  instinct 
that  rises  above  worldly  gain  is  worthy  of 
more  than  common  praise.  Yet,  even  this 
ambition  requires  a strong  purpose  if  we 
would  succeed  in  attaining  what  it  prompts. 
There  are  harder  battles  to  be  fought  than 
the  rising  scholar  has,  for  he  often  has 
friends  to  help  him  in  his  worldly  career, 
while  those  whose  ambition  is  to  become 
good  and  true,  are  obliged  to  fight  single- 
handed,  yet  the  star  of  Hope  shines  before. 
Faith  points  the  way  and  Perseverance 
conquers. 


Saturday  Night. 

For  three  days  the  wind  had  been  in- 
creasing and  kicking  up  a tremendous  sea. 
Wave  after  wave  swept  our  decks,  and  the 
heavily  laden  schooner,  Maine-built  though 
she  was,  was  making  very  heavy  weather. 
After  an  unusually  heavy  sea  had  poured 
over  us,  carrying  with  it  the  compass,  long- 
boat and  everything  movable  on  deck,  the 
captain  began  to  look  grave.  When  the 
second  sea  broke  into  his  cabin,  and 
smashed  the  remaining  compass,  he  looked 
graver  still,  for  he  was  already  uncertain 
of  his  whereabouts,  the  weather  having 
been  too  thick  for  observations,  and  now 
dead  reckoning  was  impossible. 

So  the  affair  stood  when  on  Saturday 
morning  the  gale  increased  to  a hurricane. 
It  brought  with  it  sleet  and  snow  and  bit- 
ter cold.  The  rigging  was  cased  in  ice, 
and  the  deck  was  constantly  swept  with 
enormous  seas.  No  wonder  then  that  the 
captain  grew  more  and  more  anxious  as 
the  straining  schooner  drove  on  at  a race- 
horse speed ; it  might  be  for  the  sandbars 
of  Cape  Cod  ; it  might  be  for  the  rocks  on 
the  coast  of  Maine. 

On  and  on  the  schooner  sped.  Louder 
and  louder  shrieked  the  hurricane.  The 
captain,  seeing  nothing  could  be  done  but 
to  keep  the  schooner  before  the  gale,  sent 
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two  men  to  the  wheel  and  tlie  othei-s 
below. 

At  about  half-past  five  there  was  a tre- 
mendous shock.  The  schooner  trembled 
all  over.  The  fore  topmast  snapped  like  a 
pipestem.  She  quivered  for  a moment  like 
a frightened  horse,  and  then,  as  a huge 
green  sea  carried  her  off  the  fatal  ledge, 
she  drove  on  again  like  a thing  of  life. 

With  the  first  shock  the  captain  was  on 
deck,  and  after  him  rushed  the  men.  They 
gazed  around  in  bewilderment,  but  could 
only  see  furious,  tumbling  seas.  However, 
if  their  eyes  failed  them,  their  ears  did 
not,  for  from  ahead  of  them  they  heard  a 
hoarse  continuous  roar  which  could  but 
mean  one  thing — breakers  ahead.  Break- 
ers ahead  meant  death,  and  each  man 
knew  it. 

Instinctively  they  looked  towards  their 
captain  for  orders.  For  a moment  he  lis- 
tened to  the  roaring  of  the  breakers,  and 
then,  beckoning  his  men  to  follow,  v/ent 
down  into  his  cabin.  The  men  followed 
silently,  and  when  tliey  were  all  assembled 
the  captain  spoke. 

‘‘Men,”  he  said,  “in  a few  minutes  we’ll 
all  be  among  the  breakers,  perhaps  on  the 
rocks,  perhaps  on  the  sands.  I do  not 
know  where  we  are.  Our  only  hope  of 
safety  is  that  the  seas  may  drive  us  high 
upon  the  land,  and  for  the  rest  of  it,  w^e 
are  in  God’s  hands.  We  are  leaking  fast 
already,  but  there  is  no  doubt,  going  as 
fast  as  we  are,  that  we  shall  strike  land 
before  we  sink.  Keep  your  wits  about 
you,  and  stay  together  as  much  as  possible. 
I advise  you  now  to  get  on  your  cork  jack- 
ets and  go  on  deck.  Unless  we  go  to 
pieces  as  soon  as  we  strike,  wait  for  orders 
before  quitting  the  ship.  That’s  all.  Move 
lively  now,  and  keep  cool.” 

The  men  obeyed  and  in  a moment  were 
on  deck,  wearing  cork  jackets.  They  gath- 
ered in  a group  around  the  foremast,  peer- 
ing anxiously  through  the  driving,  blinding 
sleet.  Suddenly  : 

“Breakers  ahead  !”  shouted  one. 

They  struck,  quivered,  and  again 


surged  on.  Once  more  they  struck,  and 
were  lifted  on  ; a tliird  shock,  and  they 
struck.  The  foremast  crashed  over  the 
side.  The  waves  pounded  the  doomed 
schooner  furiously  and  swung  her  around 
broadside.  The  boom  swung  over  to  ])ort 
as  the  vessel  canted,  and  brought  up 
sharply  against  some  obstruction.  The 
captain  noticed  it. 

“Bill,”  he  roared  to  the  second  mate, 
“the  boom’s  struck  something  and  caught. 
Climb  out  and  see  what  it  is.” 

“Aye,  aye,  sir  !”  and  the  second  mate 
sprang  out  on  the  boom  and  disappeared 
in  the  blinding  sleet.  He  returned  in  a 
moment,  his  eyes  gleaming  with  excite- 
ment. 

“It’s  land,  sir,”  he  shouted,  staggering 
up  to  the  captain.  “The  boom’s  caught  on 
a bank  just  out  of  reach  of  the  waves.  I 
reckon  it  is  a summer  place,  for  I caught  a 
glimpse  of  a cottage.” 

“Ah!  better  than  I thought,”  murmured 
the  captain  to  himself.  Then  aloud  : “Bun 
below,  boys,  and  get  any  valuables  you 
may  have  ; small  bundles  only,  mind,  for 
there’s  no  telling  what  wee’ll  meet  with. 
Lively  now  !” 

The  men,  animated  with  revived  hope, 
sprang  eagerly  below,  and  soon  reappeared 
with  small,  com2:>act  bundles  tied  on  their 
backs.  The  captain  likewise  had  his  small 
bundle,  and,  with  the  first  mate  leading, 
the  crew  quitted  the  schooner  which  they 
had  feared  would  be  their  coffin.  The  cap- 
tain left  last,  and  with  bitterly  sad  feel- 
ings did  he  quit  this,  his  first  command. 

When  he  joined  his  men  on  dry  land, 
however,  he  threw  off  his  gloomy  thoughts, 
and  assumed  a hopeful,  cheery  air  he  could 
not  himself  feel. 

“Now  for  the  cottage,”  he  shouted.  “If 
it  is  empty  we’ll  hunt  for  another.  There 
are  sure  to  be  others  around,  and  if  we 
find  one  inhabited,  then  ho  for  some  grub 
and  a good  hot  drink.” 

These  words,  tossed  about  and  torn  by 
the  howling,  screeching  gale,  were  but  half 
understood  by  the  men,  but  the  tone  and 
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gestures  could  not  be  mistaken;  so  on 
they  staggered  up  to  the  dark  mass  in 
front  of  them — the  cottage  sighted  by  the 
second  mate.  As  they  expected,  it  was 
empty  ; so  on  they  trudged,  hands  in  pock- 
ets and  heads  bent  to  the  stinging  blast, 
following  a road  which  led  them  from  the 
deserted  house. 

They  had  not  gone  far  when  a rush  of 
waters  almost  swept  them  off  their  feet ; 
the  waves  had  torn  down  the  bank  and 
were  flooding  the  road  several  feet,  as  it 
was  above  high  tide. 

By  a vigorous  effort,  and  with  some  dan- 
ger, they  waded  through  it,  and  were  well 
rewarded  for  their  toils,  for  ahead  of  them 
could  be  seen  a cheery,  twinkling  light. 
They  hastened  toward  it  eagerly,  for  that 
light  could  only  come  from  an  inhabited 
house,  and  in  that  house  was  food,  and  hot 
coffee  and  dry  clothes.  Verily  it  was  more 
of  a heaven  than  a haven  to  the  now  ex- 
hausted mariners. 

A door  of  this  heaven  opened.  Bill,  the 
second  mate,  sniffed  the  air  eagerly. 

“Hurrah,  bo}^s  !”  he  shouted.  “Hurrah 
for  the  old  Bay  State  ! A fig  for  the  cap- 
tain's compass  and  reckoning.  We’re  in 
the  old  Bay  State.” 

“In  Massachusetts,  you  fool !”  retorted 
tlie  captain.  “Pray  tell  us  how  you  know, 
and  stop  your  crazy  shouting.” 

“How  do  I know?  When  that  door 
opened  I smelt  hot  beans  and  brown  bread 
and  caught  a whiff  of  steaming  black 
coffee.  Think  of  it,  boys  ! And  it  is  now 
Saturday  night  at  about  six  o’clock,  there- 
fore supper  time.  What  other  state  in  the 
Union  besides  the  old  Bay  State  has  such 
a feast  on  Saturday  night  ? Ho  ! for  the 
Bay  State  ! Ho  I for  the  beans  ! Come  on, 
mates.  I’m  the  first  one  there.” 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  in  the 
race  for  the  house  was  the  first  to  reach  it. 
And  the  welcome  they  got ! The  feast 
they  had  ! But  why  describe  the  hospi- 
tality of  our  state,  when  we  already  know 
it  so  well  ? Why  speak  of  their  enjoyment 
of  our  famous  Saturday  night  feast  ? 


We’ve  all  been  hungry,  and  we’ve  all 
eaten  that  delicious  feast ; so  there  at  the 
old  New  England  farmhouse  we’ll  leave 
the  shipwrecked  mariners. 

Annie  M.  Fisher,  ’02. 

The  Prairie  Fire. 

As  evening  drew  near,  I rod*e  my  faith- 
ful broncho  slowly  toward  our  camp.  The 
w^est  was  all  aglow  with  the  ruddy  light 
of  the  setting  sun,  but  on  the  northern 
horizon  I beheld  a vivid  glare,  such  as  one 
views  when  the  sun  rises.  The  first  stars 
of  evening  were  coming  out,  but  a cloud  of 
smoky  blackness  seemed  to  be  fast  shut- 
ting off  their  light.  A chill  north  wind 
swept  over  the  prairie,  bearing  faint  whiffs 
of  smoke.  I trembled  at  its  awful  tidings 
of  ill.  I tightened  the  girth,  made  the  reins 
and  stirrups  secure,  patted  the  pony’s 
neck  and  away  we  spurred  to  the  south  in 
a wild  race  for  life.  But  the  fire  was 
faster  than  I.  Ever  the  fierce  glare  grew 
brighter;  the  gusts  of  wind  increased  with 
the  speed  of  a hurricane ; the  writhing 
columns  spread  higher,  leaping  the  trenches 
where  the  grass  was  thin  and  dry. 

Then  came  a drifting  whirl  of  cinders,  a 
rush  of  blinding,  suffocating  smoke.  From 
the  pools  the  wild  fowls  could  be  seen 
darting  upward ; the  deer  hastily  aban- 
doned their  lairs. 

Swiftly  we  sped  toward  the  distant 
river,  wasted  by  weeks  of  drought.  The 
froth  blew  from  my  pony  as  we  flew.  His 
breath  came  hard,  but  to  draw  rein  meant 
certain  death.  Oh  ! how  I prayed  that  we 
might  reach  the  river  in  safety. 

Nearer  and  nearer  swept  those  awful 
flames,  thicker  and  thicker  the  red  sparks 
flew.  In  despair  I dropped  my  heavy 
rifle  in  the  narrow  trail,  for  I thought  I 
would  never  need  it  more.  And  yet  my 
trusty  horse  struggled  bravely  on  until,  at 
last,  the  river  gleamed  before  us.  A 
moment  more  and  he  had  plunged  through 
the  dry  reeds  at  the  river’s  bank  and  sunk 
into  the  cool  waters  of  the  river.  Not  a 
second  too  soon ! 
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Awestruck  at  the  fearful  sight  before 
me  I was  powerless  to  move ; my  eyes 
were  dim,  my  breath  cam.e  hard,  tlieu  all 
grew  dark  as  death.  When  I once  more 
gained  consciousness  my  good  little  pony 
was  grazing  on  the  bank  near  by.  I knelt 
and  offered  thanks  for  the  mercy  shown 
us  on  that  fearful  night. 

Ethel  D.  Hall,  ’05. 

Around  and  Under  Niagara  Falls* 

“ Kerridge,  kerridge  ! This  way,  lady  ! 
Take  a kerridge  to  the  Falls  ! Take  this 
kerridge,  goin’  right  off.” 

These  cries,  mingled  with  the  shrill 
voice  of  the  newsboy  and  the  gruff  voices 
of  the  trainmen,  greeted  our  ears  as  we 
stepped  from  the  express  one  morning  in 
August,  at  Niagara  Falls,  and  attempted 
to  make  our  way  through  the  clamoring 
throng  of  hack  drivers. 

We  took  a carriage  and  drove  to  the 
Tower  House,  which  stands  at  tlie  entrance 
to  Prospect  Park,  overlooking  the  Falls. 
After  making  preparations  here  for  our 
visit,  we  started  for  the  drive  around  the 
Falls. 

Starting  from  the  hotel  we  drove  into 
the  Park,  down  a broad  driveway  shaded 
by  towering  trees  and  shrubbery,  throngh 
shady  nooks  and  across  a bridge  spanning 
the  rapids  above  the  American  Falls,  to 
Bath  Island,  then  across  to  Goat  Island, 
which  lies  between  the  American  and 
Canadian  Falls.  Whichever  way  we 
looked  beautiful  views  met  our  gaze. 

We  stopped  near  Terrapin  Point,  which 
is  a few  moments’  walk  from  the  road.  It 
is  a hugh  rock  lying  at  the  brink  of  the 
Horse  Shoe  Falls,  reached  by  crossing 
from  the  land  over  a long  wooden  plat- 
form. At  this  point  a stone  tower  former- 
ly stood,  but  was  torn  down  because  it  was 
considered  dangerous.  Here  we  sat  and 
watched  the  air  explosions ; the  water 
would  be  perfectly  clear,  so  clear  that  the 
rocks  were  visible,  when  suddenly  there 
would  be  a loud  report  like  that  of  a can- 
non and  the  spray  would  dash  up  into  the 


air  with  great  force,  and  then  as  suddenly 
grow  calm. 

After  picking  some  tempting  sprays  of 
golden-rod,  which  grew  on  the  side  of  the 
embankment  within  touch  of  the  water, 
we  returned  to  the  caiuiage  and  drove  to 
the  Three  Sister  Islands.  We  walked  to 
the  edge  of  the  island  and  sat  on  the 
trunks  of  some  trees,  from  which  we 
obtained  some  fine  specimens  of  punk,  and 
viewed  the  grand  scene  of  the  Canadian 
Papids. 

We  then  drove  back  through  Goat 
Island  to  the  Park,  out  onto  the  street  to 
the  Whirlpool.  We  were  enjoying  the 
scenery  and  the  quietness  of  the  waters, 
which  had  before  been  tossing  and  roaring, 
when  our  driver  informed  us  that  we  were 
near  the  Whirlpool,  the  most  treacherous 
waterway  in  the  world.  We  took  the 
inclined  railway,  which  is  run  by  cable, 
seating  ourselves  in  a car  like  tliose  used 
on  the  roller  coaster.”  As  we  began  to 
descend,  it  seemed  from  our  position  as  if 
we  were  going  directly  into  the  rushing 
! waters,  but  to  our  relief  we  stopped  within 
a few  feet  of  them. 

It  was  an  awe-inspiring  sight  to  see  the 
water  as  it  came  down  the  narrow  gorge, 
tumbling  and  tossing,  and  then,  as  if  some 
unseen  power  was  drawing  it,  sucked 
down,  down,  and  then  suddenly  with  a roar 
leaping  into  the  air  and  descending  with 
a rush  into  the  whirlpool,  where  it  was 
carried  around  in  a circle  with  terrible 
rapidity  till  at  last  it  flowed  calmly  into 
the  stream  below. 

After  watching  this  thrilling  spectacle 
we  returned  to  the  carriage  and  drove  over 
the  Suspension  Bridge  to  Ontario,  Canada. 
Taking  a back  road  we  now  drove  to 
Burning  Springs.  The  spring  is  situated 
in  a dark  room.  We  were  first  given  a 
drink  of  the  water,  which  tasted  of  sul- 
phur, then  the  attendant  threw  a lighted 
taper  into  the  well.  The  gas  ignited  and 
apparently  set  the  water  on  fire.  Min- 
erals, sulphur,  iron  and  lime  that  had 
been  taken  from  the  well  were  shown. 
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Peturning  to  the  entrance  we  were  told 
to  turn  our  backs  to  the  Falls,  which  we 
did,  and  found  ourselves  facing  a large 
mirror  extended  across  the  veranda  and, 
although  a mile  away  from  the  Falls,  the 
entire  scene  wa*s  rellected  in  the  mirror. 

After  dinner  we  walked  through  the 
Park  and  took  the  inclined  railway  to  the 
base  of  the  American  Falls.  Here  we 
boarded  the  steamer,  ‘‘Maid  of  the  Mist.” 
We  were  provided  with  rubber  suits  and 
made  our  way  to  the  forward  deck  of  the 
steamer.  A toot  of  the  whistle  and  we 
were  off.  Passing  into  a dense  cloud  of 
mist  we  steamed  slowly  along  until  we 
emerged  from  the  mist  to  find  ourselves 
face  to  face  with  the  American  Falls.  AVe 
went  so  near  that  it  seemed  possible  to 
touch  the  great  boulders.  The  steamer 
then  floated  across  the  river  directly  in 
front  of  the  American  Horse  Shoe  Falls. 
It  is  an  impressive  sight  to  see  the  water 
pouring  over  the  precipice  here  at  the 
height  of  nearly  two  hundred  feet. 

AVe  were  carried  by  the  rush  of  the 
waters  farther  away  until  we  again 
emerged  into  the  mist  and  then  started  at 
full  speed  for  the  wharf,  where  we  wan- 
dered over  the  rocks.  As  the  gates  of  the 
islands  are  closed  at  sunset,  the  visitors 
are  confined  in  the  evening  to  the  Park. 
Here  a broad  platform  is  built  near  the 
American  Falls,  and  from  this  place  we 
watched  the  rising  of  the  moon.  It  was 
like  a beautiful  vision,  the  moon  lighting 
up  the  dashing  spray  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  see. 

Early  next  morning  we  boarded  an  elec- 
tric car  for  the  grand  ride  through  the 
Gorge.  Starting  from  the  Falls  we  fol- 
lowed the  road,  which  gradually  sloped 
downward  until  just  above  the  river.  AVe 
passed  the  AATiirlpool  Eapids  splashing 
against  the  embankment.  On  we  went, 
through  chasms  of  stone,  under  bridges 
hewn  out  of  the  cliff,  underneath  great 
boulders  that  threatened  to  fall  upon  us, 
to  Lewiston,  where  we  crossed  to  the 
Canadian  side. 


Looking  back  we  beheld  the  now  peace- 
ful Niagara  Eiver  a hundred  feet  below  us ; 
beyond,  we  could  see  white  sail-boats  and 
farther  still  could  just  make  out  the  out- 
line of  Lake  Ontario.  AA'^e  passed  fields 
of  thistles,  across  bridges  built  of  young 
trees,  spanning  chasms  a hundred  feet 
below,  where  we  saw  the  paths  of  moun- 
tain streams  and  the  trunks  of  trees,  until 
we  drew  up  at  the  toll  gate  on  the  Sus- 
pension Bridge  where,  after  securing  a 
permit  to  pass,  we  were  left  at  the 
entrance  to  the  Park.  We  next  visited 
the  Cave  of  the  AVinds,  formed  out  of  the 
rocky  cliff  of  limestone  by  the  constant 
action  of  the  water. 

At  Goat  Island  we  donned  canvas  shoes 
and  red  flannel  bathing  suits,  and  over  all 
yellow  oil-skin  suits.  Thus  attired  we 
descended  the  winding  stairway  to  the 
ledge  below.  AVith  the  guide  preceding 
us  we  walked  over  the  slippery  plank  walk 
in  front  of  the  Luna  Fall.  We  had  not 
gone  fifty  feet  when  we  were  drenched  to 
the  skin.  Clinging  tightly  to  the  rail  we 
passed  through  the  mist  between  the  two 
sections  of  a great  rock  called  “ Eock  of 
Ages.”  This  rock  is  broken  into  two  huge 
pieces  and  the  stairway  passes  between. 

Descending,  we  Avorked  our  way  slowly 
directly  in  front  of  the  Falls,  walking 
through  circular  rainbows  in  the  mist. 
We  attempted  to  look  up,  but  one  glance 
was  enough,  for  the  immense  mass  of 
water  seemed  to  be  falling  directly  upon 
us  and  a misstep  would  have  been  fatal,  so 
the  guide  took  our  hands  and  led  us  in 
between  the  American  and  Luna  Falls,  a 
perfect  wall  of  water  on  either  side.  AVe 
then  passed  into  the  cave  directly  back  of 
the  Luua  Fall,  and  groping  our  Avay  along 
the  stones  Ave  stopped  to  gaze  on  the  wall 
of  Avater  falliug  like  a curtain  directly  in 
front  of  us.  The  Avind  in  this  cave  is 
something  terrific,  Avhistling  and  roaring, 
and  the  mist  A\^as  like  a blinding  snoAV- 
storm.  AA^e  made  our  Avay  quickly  out  and 
soon  were  hurrying  into  our  outside 
apparel.  This  ended  an  experience  I 
shall  never  forget  and  can  never  hope  to 
describe. 

Euth  a.  Parks,  ’05. 


THE  P E N D U L U ]Vr 


67 


A LAY  OF  ANCIENT  ROME. 


[Harvard  Lampoon.] 


Oh ! the  Roman  was  a rogue, 

He  erat,  was,  you  bettum ; 

He  ran  his  automobilis 

And  smoked  his  cigarettum ; 

He  wore  a diamond  studibus. 

An  elegant  cravat um, 

A maxima  cum  laude  shirt. 

And  such  a stylish  hattiim  ! 

He  loved  the  luscious  hic-haec-hock. 
And  bet  on  games  and  equi ; 

At  times  he  won  ; at  others  tho’ 

He  got  it  in  the  nequi ; 

He  winked  (quo  usque  tandem  ?) 

At  puellas  on  the  Forum, 

And  sometimes  even  made 
Those  goo-goo  oculorum ! 

He  frequently  was  seen 
At  combats  gladitorial, 

And  ate  enough  to  feed 
Ten  boarders  at  Memorial ; 

He  often  went  on  sprees. 

And  said,  on  starting  homus, 

“Hie  labor — opus  est. 

Oh,  where’s  my  hic-hic-domus.” 

Altho’  he  lived  in  Rome  — 

Of  all  the  arts  the  middle  — 

He  was  (excuse  the  phrase) 

A horrid  individ’l. 

Ah ! what  a different  thing 

Was  the  homo  (dative,  hominy) 

Of  far-away  B.  C. 

From  us  of  Anno  Domini. 
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Notes  About  School* 


Basket  Ball* 


Gazing  out  of  the  window,  and  incident- 
ally wishing  we  were  outside,  seems  to  be 
our  favorite  occupation  during  this  lovely 
weather. 

Interested  Friend — “And  do  you  enjoy 
your  course  in  History  ? ” 

Pupil — “ Yes,  indeed,  at  present  I’m 
simply  devoted  to  the  Constitution.” 

Would  Fi — h-r  say,  “ He  had  no  sooner 
taken  the  poison  than  they  administered 
an  anecdote  ? ” 

“ Miss  H - - 1,  I don’t  see  why  you  insist 
on  bringing  that  ball.” 

“ What  do  the  boys  in  your  school  play, 
leap-frog,  marble  and  tag  ? ” 

“ jSTonsense  ! ” the  High  School  lad  re- 
plied, “ we’re  big,  ice  play  hean-hagP 

Dulcis  natos — Fresh  children. 

My  dear  Editor — This  was  the  best  I 
could  do.  The  Muse  didn’t  keep  her 
appointment. 

A Voice  of  Spring. 

“ I’m  filled  with  Spring’s  poetic  fire, 

As  zephyrs  fan  my  cheek — 

’Tis  ozone  rushing  from  my  tire, 

Through  many  a last  year’s  leak.” 

One  of  the  teachers  says:  “Yes,  it  is 
hard  to  study  this  weather,  even  Justin 
seems  sleepy.”  How  strange  ! 

Do  pupils  sit  on  the  back  settees  ? Oh, 
no,  they  merely  keep  their  waste  paper 
there — that’s  all. 


Summer. 

They  stood  beneath  a spreading  tree 
And  talked  as  lovers  should, 

And  then  to  seal  the  compact,  he 
Cut  “ Mabel”  on  the  wood. 

Autumn. 

Now  back  to  town  they  both  have  strayed. 
One  day  they  chanced  to  meet. 

And  then  and  there  that  self  same  maid 
Cut  “Charlie”  in  the  street. 


At  Canton  Memorial  Hall,  Saturday, 
April  5th,  at  3.30  o’clock,  the  girls’  team 
played  their  second  game  with  the  Ded- 
ham Graduates’  team  and  won  by  a score 
of  32  to  21.  A large  and  enthusiastic 
crowd  witnessed  the  game.  Many  brilliant 
plays  were  made  by  both  teams.  Dedham 
excelled  in  passing.  Canton  in  team  work. 

The  line-up  was : 


DEDHAM. 

Miss  Buckley,  If 
Miss  Ingals,  c 
Miss  Fisher,  rbc 
Miss  Kennedy,  Ibc 
Miss  Sweeney,  Ig 
Miss  Sullivan,  rg 
Miss  Wagner,  rf 
(capt.) 


CANTON. 

Miss  Endicott,  If 
Miss  Sue  Hall,  c 
Miss  Hall,  rbc 
Miss  Kenally,  Ibc 
Miss  Lowry,  Ig 
Miss  Fisher,  rg 
Miss  Nickerson,  rf 
(capt.) 


On  Frida}^  evening,  April  11,  the  boys’ 
team  was  beaten  by  the  North  Easton 
High  School  team  at  Memorial  Hall,  Can- 
ton. Score  17  to  9.  The  line-up  was  : 


NO.  EASTON. 


CANTOxN. 


Mitchell,  rf 
Williams,  If 
Callahan,  c 
Driscoll,  rg 
Middleton,  Ig 


Fisher  (capt.),  rf 
Wentworth,  If 
Bright,  c 
Thorndike,  Ig 
Dunbar,  rg 


The  giris’  team  played  Norwood  High 
at  Norwood  Village  Hall,  April  15th,  and 
won  by  a score  of  28  to  18.  The  line-up 


was  : 


NORWOOD. 

Miss  Hartshorn,  rf 
Miss  Maude  Boyden,  If 
Miss  May  Boyden,  c 
Miss  Smith,  rbc 
Miss  Bateman,  Ibc 
Miss  Fisher,  Ig 
Miss  Baston,  rg 


CANTON. 

Miss  Nickerson,  rf 
Miss  Hall.  If 
Miss  Sue  Hall,  c 
Miss  Kenally,  rbc 
Miss  O’Leary,  Ibc 
Miss  Lowry,  Ig 
Miss  Fisher,  rg 


Referees — Miss  Endicott,  Canton;  Mr.  Cut- 
ler, Norwood.  Goals  from  the  Field — Miss 
Hartshorn  3,  Miss  Boyden  2,  Miss  Hall  4,  Miss 
Nickerson  6.  Foul  Goals — Miss  Hartshorn  5, 
Miss  Boyden  3,  Miss  Nickerson  8.  Timer  and 
Scorer — Mr.  Winslow. 


At  VTllage  Hall,  Norwood,  April  19,  at 
11  A.  M.,  the  rubber  game  was  played  be- 
tween the  Canton  Girls  and  the  Dedham 
High  School  Graduates.  Dedham  won  by 
a score  of  20  to  10.  Miss  Fisher,  of  Can- 
ton, hurt  her  ankle  in  the  second  half,  but 
pluckily  insisted  on  playing  out  the  game. 
There  was  an  attendance  of  over  250. 
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Base  BalL 

The  boys  have  secured  the  Wetherby  on 
Dedham  Street  for  a base  ball  field,  since 
the  former  owner,  who  objected  strongly 
to  their  playing  there,  is  no  longer  in  pos- 
session of  the  field.  Canton  has  joined 
the  Norfolk  Interscholastic  Base  Ball 
League,  which  includes  Foxboro,  Walpole 
and  Norwood.  At  present  the  line-up  is : 

D.  Dunbar,  c 

E.  Wentworth,  p 
C.  Morse,  lb 

O.  Bright,  2b 
J.  Dunbar,  3b 
J.  Fisher,  ss 
W.  Tate,  If 
E.  Johnson,  cf 
L.  Gallapeau,  rf 

The  schedule  of  games  has  been  arranged 
as  follows: 

Canton — Norwood,  at  Canton,  April  29, 

Canton — Stoughton,  at  Canton,  May  2. 

Canton — Hyde  Park,  at  Hyde  Park,  May  3. 

Canton — Foxboro,  at  Foxboro,  May  9. 

Canton — Stoughton,  at  Stoughton,  May  14. 

Canton— Walpole,  at  Canton,  May  16. 

Canton — Foxboro,  at  Canton,  May  23. 

Canton — Norwood,  at  Norwood,  May  28. 

Canton — Walpole,  at  Walpole,  June  4. 


Seasonable  Suggfestions. 

“Neither  a borrower  nor  a lender  be.” 
A good  maxim,  but  perhaps  it  is  exacting 
a little  too  much  of  High  School  nature. 
At  least,  let  the  borrower  faithfully  return 
what  he  borrows.  To  insure  the  safe 
return  of  their  possessions,  the  lenders 
might  refuse  to  lend  except  to  those  who 
are  known  to  return  what  they  borrow. 

“ Study  to  be  quiet.”  Everybody  knows 
(or  if  everybody  doesn’t  know,  it  isn’t  for 
want  of  having  been  told  a few  times,  more 
or  less,)  that  a (piiet  “reposeful”  manner 
is  a sure  sign  of  good  breeding.  Methinks 
also  that  the  quotation  read  backwards 
would  not  be  altogether  pointless.  Some 
of  the  noisy  ones  might  put  it  to  the  test 
and  report  the  result  in  terms  of  P., 
C.  and  H. 


Notice* 

All  persons  wishing  to  improve  their 
handwriting  are  requested  to  whisper  in 
Mr.  DeVault’s  presence.  Office  hours — 9 
A.  M.  to  11.45  A.  M. ; 12.15  P.  M.  to  1.45 
P.  M.  Hours  for  instruction — 1.45  P.  M. 
to  3.30  P.  M. 


Exchange  Notes* 

The  March  number  of  the  Neio  Mexico 
Collegian  is  very  much  smaller  than  any 
we  have  before  received.  Keep  up  your 
former  reputation.  Collegian,  grow  larger 
instead  of  smaller. 

We  see  the  Crescent,  Hillhouse  High 
School,  praised  on  all  sides.  The  March 
edition,  however,  is  such  a good  one  that 
we  cannot  forbear  adding  our  praise. 

I sat  me  down  and  thought  profound. 

This  maxim  wise  I drew 
It’s  easier  for  to  like  a girl 
Than  to  make  a girl  like  you. 

The  Greyloek  Echo  has  a very  good 
exchange  column.  An  interesting  story, 
now  and  then,  w^ould  improve  the  literary 
part  of  the  paper. 

We  agree  most  heartily  with  the 
Exchange  Editor  of  the  Brighton  High 
School  Irngj.  School  notes  should  repre- 
sent the  best  interests  of  the  school,  and 
vapid,  silly  nonsense,  such  as  many  of  our 
school  papers  abound  in,  should  not  be 
published. 

A jolly  young  chemistry  tough. 

While  mixing  a compound  of  stuff. 
Dropped  a match  in  the  vial. 

And  after  a while 
They  found  his  front  teeth 
And  one  cuff. 

Welcome,  Somerville  High  School  Badi- 
ator  ! 
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Quite  a number  of  our  exchanges  have 
not  been  received  this  month.  We  are 
sorry  to  lose  them. 

We  note  with  great  satisfaction  the  im- 
provement in  the  cover  designs  of  many  of 
our  exchanges.  The  Dorchester  High 
School  Item  is  to  be  congratulated  on  its 
design.  Such  an  improvement,  Item  ! 


The  Communication  to  the  boys  of  the 
jMelrose  High  School/’  in  the  Melrose  High 
School  Life,  seems  hard  on  the  boys.  Let 
us  hope  they  didn’t  deserve  it  all. 

Prof. — ‘‘  What  two  chemical  changes 
did  Lots’  wife  undergo  ? ” 

Student — “ She  turned  to  rubber  and 
then  to  salt.” 
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Class  Flos  ° pedals  = Flogs  ° EtCo 

DESIGNS  ON  APPLICATION. 

HA1R!R!1©TT,  5 Wjiitsr  St.^  ^f^asso 


F.  R.  PITCHER  & CO._  HEADQUARTERS  FOR 

Golf  Sticks,  Gaddy  Bags  and  Tennis  Rackets 

GOLF  AND  TENNIS  BALLS. 


BRIGGS  BROS.  Ice  Cream,  Sherbets  and  Fancy  Ices 

Orders  Solicited  put  up  in  any  form  desired. 

OYSTERS  in  the  shell  for  sale  during  season,  by  peck,  dozen  or  quart. 

Telephone  Connection.  — ■ Pitcher’s  Block,  CANTON,  MASS. 


C.  W.  CROWELL  & SON, 

HAY  AND  GRAIN. 

WASHINGTON  ST.,  PONKAPOAG,  MASS 


Choice  Fzirnily 
Groceries^^^ 


Agent  for  the  CELEBPvATEI)  KING  AKTHUR  FLOUR. 


Jl7e  Sf^oes  Yoii  U/ai^t 

ARE  THE  SHOES  WE  SELL. 


BOOTS,  SHOES  and 

RUBBER  FOOTWEAR 


C.  A.  LEADER, 


^ Balder  ^ 


Washington  St.,  Canton. 


First  Class  BREAD,  CAKE  AND  PASTRY. 
Fancy  Cakes  of  all  kinds  supplied  at  short  notice. 


WEDDING  CAKE  A SPECIALTY. 


GRIMES  BROS.  SHOE  STORE 

Pitcher’s  Block,  Canton,  Mass. 


Try  my  HOT  BROWN  BREAD  and 
BEANS  Sunday  Mornings. 


MATHEW’S  STEAM  LAUNDRY 

CHARLES  MATHEWS,  Proprietor. 

Washington  Street,  Canton,  Mass. 

JOHN  BUCKLEY,  JR. 

Livery,  HacK  Boa-rdiog  Sta^ble 

Also,  FURNITURE  MOVING. 


FIRST  CLASS  TEAMS  at  Reasonable  Prices. 


Telephone,  31 — 4 


CANTON  PUBLIC  LIBRARY 


3 1631  00171  2129 
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A.  W.  HOLMES,  Canton,  Mass. 

DEALER  IN 

Fine  Groceries,  Flour,  Grain,  Crockery,  Hardware  s?  Paints 

Corner  of  Washington  and  Neponset  Streets,  Canton,  Mass. 


Pearls  Without  Price 

adorn  the  mouths  of  those  who  are  born  fortunate  enough 
to  possess  perfect  teeth.  Failing  this,  mother  or  daughter 
can  replace  imperfect  or  decayed  teeth  to  resemble  the  origi- 
nal by  our  expert  crown  and  bridge  work. 

Dentistry  is  a pretty  tough  business,  but  our  up-to-date 
methods  rob  it  of  some  of  its  terrors. 


Billi9(^s,  D.D.S. 

OVER  POST  OFFICE,  Canton,  Mass- 


THE  TEST  PROVES  THE  BEST 

FOURTEEN  YEARS 

we  have  stood  the  test.  s 

POOLE,  The  Baker.  Near  R.  R.  Station 


YOU  CAW  SET  as  good  TAIL®R1WQ 


Post  Office.  Block,  Canton. 


CURRY’S 

as  in  any  other  shop  in  the  land. 


HIGH  GRADE  GOODS. 


The  Noble  Flour,  The  Gridley  Flour, 

The  Highland  Creamery  Butter, 

Our  Mocha  and  Java  Coffee,  The  Union  Cheese, 

ARE  ALL  OF  THE  HIGHEST  GRADE. 

We  guarantee  Quality,  Quantity  and  Price  on  everything  that  goes  from  our  store. 

ROBINSON  BROTHBRS. 


BILLINQS  & HORTON, 

High  Grade  Groceries 


. . . . Ponkapoag,  Mass. 


-=^^WINTER  SUPPIES. 


IF  IN  MIND  OF  ANYTHING 
IN  THE  LINE  OF 


Choice  family  Groceriespoas,  Coffees,  Spices 


Hardware,  Woodenware,  Crockery,  Paints,  Oils, 
Lead,  Turpentine,  Etc. 


Call  at  G.  T.  HUNT  & CO.,  Brooks’  Block 

And  they  will  do  their  best  to  serve  you  at  the  Lowest  Cash  Prices.  

HERBERT  L.  ESTEY, 

Contractor  and  Btiilder 


4" 


Jobbing  Done.  Estimates  Furnished.  Washington  St.,  Canton. 


e Carry  a 


^Large  Assortment  of.. 


$3.50  Shoes  for  Women 


H.  B.  THAYER  & CO.,  144  Tremont  St., 

BOSTON,  MASS. 


Ambition  sighed ; she  found  it  vain  to  trust, 

The  faithless  column  and  the  crumbling  bust.” — Pope. 
She  sighs  no  more,  as  you  may  guess. 

But  trusts,  unquestioning,  the  Worcester  Press. 


T!l®  E.  F.  Worcester  Pres 


Leaders  in  the  “Art  Preservative.” 


Printers,  Publishers 
and  Bookbinders  . . . 


Estimates  Promptly  Given.  w ^Hnd*:son,  Mass 

We  make  a Specialty  of  Eebinding  School  Books,  Manuscript,  etc. 


Near  the  Dudley  Street  Station  ot  the  Elevated  Railroad 


IS  ONE  OF  THE 


in  New  England,  and  five  times  the  size  of  most  Boston  stores. 


Forniture,  Carpets,  Oriental  and  Dninestic  Rug 

■ d Draperies,  Crockery,  Stoves,  Trunks,  Etc. 

We  carry  the  largest  stock  of  BRASS  and  IRON  BEDSTEADS  to  be^' 
found  anywhere,  and  the  prices  much  lower  than  down-town  stores. 


FRANK  FERDINAND, 

WASHINGTON  ST.,  Corner  WARREN.  Near  the  Dudley  Street  StatJ 


